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"UNDER WESTERN EYES"* 

BY JOSEPH CONKAD 



CHAPTER XIII— (Continued) 

This much said, there is no need to tell anything more of that first inter- 
view and of the several others. To the morality of a Western reader an 
account of these meetings would wear, perhaps, the sinister character of 
old legendary tales where the enemy of mankind is represented _ holding 
subtly mendacious dialogues with some tempted soul. It is not my part to 
protest. Let me but remark that the Evil One, with his single passion of 
satanic pride for the only motive, is yet, on a larger, modern view, allowed 
to be not quite so black as he used to be painted. With what greater 
latitude, then, should we appraise the exact shade of mere' mortal man, with 
his many passions and his miserable ingenuity in error, always dazzled 
by the base glitter of mixed motives everlastingly betrayed by a short- 
sighted wisdom? 

Councilor Mikulin was one of these powerful officials who, in a position 
not obscure, not occult, but simple, inconspicuous, exercise a great influence 
over the methods rather than over the conduct of affairs. A devotion to 
Church and Throne is not in itself a criminal sentiment; to prefer the 
will of one to the will of many does not argue the possession of a black 
heart or prove congenital idiocy. Councilor Mikulin was not only a clever, 
but also a subtle, official. Privately he was a bachelor, with a love of com- 
fort, living alone in an apartment of five rooms luxuriously furnished, 
and was known by his intimates to be an enlightened patron of the art of 
female dancing. Later on the larger world first heard of him in the very 
hour of his downfall during one of these State trials which astonish and 
puzzle the average plain man who reads the newspapers by a glimpse of 
unsuspected intrigues. And in the stir of vaguely seen monstrosities, in 
that momentary, mysterious disturbance of muddy waters, Councilor 
Mikulin went under, dignified, with only a calm, emphatic protest of his 
innocence — nothing more. No disclosure damaging to a harassed autocracy, 
complete fidelity to the secrets of the miserable Arcana Imperii deposited 
in his patriotic breast, a display of bureaucratic stoicism in a Russian 
official's ineradicable, almost sublime contempt for truth; stoicism of si- 
lence understood only by the very few of the initiated, and not without a 
certain cynical grandeur of self-sacrifice on the part of a sybarite. For 
the terribly heavy sentence turned Councilor Mikulin civilly into a corpse 
and actually into something very much like a common convict. 

•Copyright, ign, by Harper & Brothers. AH rights reserved. 



476 THE NORTH AMERICAN REVIEW 

It seems that the savage autocracy, any more than the divine democracy, 
does not limit its diet exclusively to the bodies of its enemies. The down- 
fall of His Excellency Gregory Gregorievitch Mikulin (which did not 
occur till some years later) completes all that is known of the man. But at 

the time of Mr. de P 's murder (or execution) Councilor Mikulin, 

under the modest style of head of department at the General Secretariat, 
exercised a wide influence as the confidant and right-hand man of his former 

schoolfellow and lifelong friend General T . One can imagine them 

talking over the ease of Mr. Kazumov with the full sense of their unbounded 
power over all the lives in Russia, with cursory disdain, like two Olympians 

glancing at a worm. The relationship with Prince K was enough to 

save Razumov from some carelessly arbitrary proceedings; and it is also 
very probable that after the interview at the Secretariat he would have 
been left alone. Councilor Mikulin would not have forgotten him (he 
forgot no one who ever fell under his observation), but would have simply 
dropped him forever. Councilor Mikulin was a good-natured man, and 
wished no harm to any one, besides (with his own reforming tendencies) 

being favorably impressed by that young student, the son of Prince K , 

and apparently no fool. 

But as Fate would have it, while Mr. Razumov was finding that no way 
of life was possible to him, Councilor Mikulin's discreet abilities were 
rewarded by a very responsible post — nothing less than the direction of the 
general police supervision over Europe. And it was then and then only, 
when taking in hand the perfecting of the service which watches the 
revolutionist activities abroad, that he thought again of Mr. Razumov. He 
saw great possibilities of special usefulness in that uncommon young man, 
on whom he had a hold already, with his peculiar temperament, his un- 
settled mind and shaken conscience, and struggling in the toils of a false 
position. ... It was as if the revolutionists themselves had put in his 
hand that tool so much finer than the common, base instruments, so per- 
fectly fitted, if only invested with sufficient credit, to penetrate into places 
inaccessible to common informers. Providential. Providential. And Prince 

K , taken into the secret, was ready enough to adopt that mystical view, 

too. " It will be necessary, though, to make a career for him afterward," 
he had stipulated, anxiously. " Oh, absolutely ! We shall make that our 

affair," Mikulin had agreed. Prince K 's mysticism was of an artless 

kind, but Councilor Mikulin was astute enough for two. 

Things and men have always a certain sense, a certain side, by which 
they must be got hold of if one wants to obtain a solid grasp and a perfect 
command. The power of Councilor Mikulin consisted in the ability to seize 
upon that sense, that side, in the men he used. It did not matter to him 
what it was — vanity, despair, love, hate, greed, intelligent pride, or stupid 
conceit — it was all one to him as long as the man could be made to serve. 
The obscure, unrelated young student, Razumov, in the moment of great 
moral loneliness, was allowed to feel that he was an object of interest to 

a small group of people of high position. Prince K was persuaded to 

intervene personally; and on a certain occasion gave way to a manly emo- 
tion which, all unexpected as it was, quite upset Mr. Razumov. The sudden 
embrace of that man, agitated by his loyalty to a throne and by suppressed 
paternal affection, was a revelation to Mr. Razumov of something within 
his own breast. 



"UNDER WESTERN EYES" 477 

" So thai was it !" he exclaimed to himself. A sort of contemptuous 
tenderness softened the young man's grim view of his position as he re- 
flected upon that agitated interview with Prince K . This simple- 
minded, worldly ex-guardsman and senator, whose soft gray official whiskers 
had brushed against his cheek, his aristocratic and convinced father, was he 
a whit less estimable or more absurd than that famine-stricken, fanatical 
revolutionist, the red-nosed student? 

And there was some pressure, too — besides the persuasiveness. Mr. Razu- 
mov was always being made to feel that he had committed himself. There 
was no getting away from that feeling, from that soft, unanswerable " Where 
to?" of Councilor Mikulin. But no susceptibilities were ever hurt. It was 
to be a dangerous mission to Geneva for obtaining, at a critical moment, 
absolutely reliable information from a very inaccessible quarter of the inner 
revolutionary circle. There were indications that a very serious plot was 
being matured. . . . The repose indispensable to a great country was at 
stake. ... A great scheme of orderly reforms would be endangered. . . . 
The highest personages in the land were patriotically uneasy, and so on. 
In short, Councilor Mikulin knew what to say. His skill is to be in- 
ferred clearly from the mental and psychological self-confession, self- 
analysis of Mr. Razumov's written journal — the pitiful resource of a 
young man who had near him no trusted intimacy, no natural affection to 
turn to. 

How all this preliminary work was concealed from observation need 
not be recorded. The expedient of the oculist gives a sufficient instance. 
Councilor Mikulin was resourceful, and the task was not very difficult. 
Any fellow-student, even the red-nosed one, was perfectly welcome to see 
Mr. Razumov entering a private house to consult an oculist. Ultimate 
success depended solely on the revolutionary self-delusion which credited 
Razumov with a mysterious complicity in the Haldin affair. To be compro- 
mised in it was credit enough — and it was their own doing. It was pre- 
cisely that which stamped Mr. Razumov as a providential man, wide as 
the poles apart from the usual type of agent for " European supervision." 

And it was that which the Secretariat set itself the task to foster by a 
course of calculated and false indiscretions. 

It came at last to this that one evening Mr. Razumov was unexpectedly 
called upon by one of the " thinking " students whom formerly before the 
Haldin affair he used to meet at various private gatherings: a big fellow 
with a quiet, unassuming manner and a pleasant voice. 

Recognizing his voice raised in the anteroom, " May one come in," Razu- 
mov, lounging idly on his couch, jumped up. " Suppose he were coming to 
stab me?" he thought, sardonically; and assuming a green shade over his 
left eye said, in a severe tone, " Come in." 

The other was embarrassed; hoped he was not intruding. 

" You haven't been seen for several days and I've wondered." He coughed 
a little. " Eye better?" 

" Nearly well now." 

" Good. I won't stop a minute ; but, you see, I — that is, we . . . anyway, 
I have undertaken the duty to warn you, Kirylo Sidorovitch, that you are 
living in false security, maybe." 

Razumov sat still, with his head leaning on his hand which nearly con- 
cealed the unshaded eye. 
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" I have that idea, too." 

" That's all right, then. Everything seems quiet now, but those people 
are preparing some move of general repression. That's of course. But 
it isn't that I came to tell you." He hitched his chair closer, dropped his 
voice. " You will be arrested before long — we fear." 

An obscure scribe in the Secretariat had overheard a few words of a cer- 
tain conversation and had caught a glimpse of a certain report. This 
intelligence was not to be neglected. 

Razumov laughed a little and his visitor became very anxious. 

"Ah, Kirylo Sidorovitch, this is no laughing matter. They have left 
you alone for a while, but . . . Indeed, you had better try to leave the 
country, Kirylo Sidorovitch, while there's yet time." 

Razumov jumped up and began to thank him for the advice with mock- 
ing effusiveness so that the other, coloring up, took himself off, with the 
notion that this mysterious Razumov was not a person to be warned or 
advised by inferior mortals. 

Councilor Mikulin, informed the next day of the incident, expressed his 
satisfaction. " H'm ! Ha ! Exactly what was wanted to . . ." and glanced 
down his beard. 

" I conclude," said Razumov, " that the moment has come for me to 
start on my mission." 

" The psychological moment," Councilor Mikulin insisted, softly — very 
grave — as if awed. 

All the arrangements to give verisimilitude to the appearance of a dif- 
ficult escape were made. Councilor Mikulin did not expect to see Mr. 
Razumov again before his departure. These meetings were a risk, and there 
was nothing more to settle. 

" We have said everything to each other by now, Kirylo Sidorovitch," 
said the high official, feelingly, pressing Razumov's hand with that un- 
reserved heartiness a Russian can convey in his manner. " There is nothing 
obscure between us. And I will tell you what ! I consider myself fortunate 
in having — h'm — your ." . ." 

He glanced down his beard; and, after a moment of grave silence, he 
handed to Razumov a half -sheet of note-paper — an abbreviated note of mat- 
ters already discussed, certain points of inquiry, the line of conduct agreed 
on, a few hints as to personalities, and so on. It was the only compro- 
mising document in the case, but, as Councilor Mikulin observed, it could 
be easily destroyed. Mr. Razumov had better not see any one now — till 
on the other side of the frontier, when, of course, it will be just that . . . 
see and hear and . . . 

He glanced down his beard; but when Razumov declared his intention 
to see one person at least, Councilor Mikulin failed to conceal a sudden 
uneasiness. The young man's studious, solitary, and austere existence was 
well known to him. It was the greatest guarantee of fitness. He became 
deprecatory. Had his dear Kirylo Sidorovitch considered whether, in view 
of such a momentous enterprise, it wasn't really advisable to sacrifice every 
sentiment . . . 

Razumov interrupted the remonstrance scornfully. It was not a young 
woman ; it was a young fool he wished to see for a certain purpose. Coun- 
cilor Mikulin was relieved, but surprised. 

" Ah! And what for — precisely?" 
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" For the sake of improving the aspect of verisimilitude," said Eazumov, 
curtly, in a desire to affirm his independence. " I must be trusted in what 
I do." 

Councilor Mikulin gave way tactfully, murmuring : " Oh, certainly, 
certainly. Your judgment . . ." 

And with another handshake they parted. 

The fool of whom Mr. Kazumov had thought was the rich and festive 
student known as " Madcap Kostia." Feather-headed, loquacious, excitable, 
one could make certain of his utter and complete indiscretion. But that 
riotous youth, when reminded by Eazumov of his offers of service some 
time ago, passed from his usual elation into boundless dismay. 

" Oh, Kirylo Sidorovitch, my dearest friend — my savior — what shall 
I do? I've blown last night every ruble I had from my dad the other 
day. Can't you give me till Thursday? I shall rush round to all the 
usurers I know. . . . No, of course you can't! Don't look at me like 
that. What shall I do? No use asking the old man. I tell you he's given 
me a fistful of big notes three days ago. Miserable wretch that I am !" 

He wrung his hands in despair. Impossible to confide in the old man. 
" They " had given him a decoration, a cross on the neck, only last year, 
and he had been cursing the modern tendencies ever since. Just then he 
would see all the intellectuals in Russia hanged in a row rather than part 
with a single ruble. 

" Kirylo Sidorovitch, wait a moment. Don't despise me. I have it. 
I'll — yes, I'll do it — I'll break into his desk. There's no help for it. I 
know the drawer where he keeps his plunder, and I can buy a chisel on 
my way home. He will be terribly upset; but, you know, the dear old 
duffer really loves me. He'll have to get over it — and I, too. Kirylo, my 
dear soul, if you can only wait for a few hours — till this evening — I shall 
steal all the blessed lot I can lay my hands on! You doubt me! Why? 
You've only to say the word." 

" Steal, by all means," said Razumov, fixing him stonily. 

" To the devil with the Ten Commandments !" cried the other, with the 
greatest animation. " It's the new future now." 

But when he entered Razumov's room late in the evening it was with 
an unaccustomed soberness of manner, almost solemnly. 

" It's done," he said. 

Razumov, sitting bowed, his clasped hands hanging between his knees, 
shuddered at the familiar sound of these words. Kostia deposited slowly 
in the circle of lamplight a small, brown, paper parcel tied with a piece 
of string. 

"As I've said — all I could lay my hands on. The old boy '11 think the 
end of the world has come." 

Razumov nodded from the couch, and contemplated the harebrained 
fellow's gravity with a feeling of malicious pleasure. 

" I've made my little sacrifice," sighed mad Kostia. " And I've to thank 
you, Kirylo Sidorovitch, for the opportunity." 

"It has cost you something?" 

"Yes, it has. You see, the dear old duffer really loves me. He'll be 
hurt." 

"And you believe all they tell you of the new future and the sacred 
will of the people?" 
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" Implicitly. I would give my life. . . . Only, you see, I am like a pig at 
the trough. I am no good. It's my nature." 

Razumov, lost in thought, had forgotten his existence till the youth's 
voice, urgently entreating him to fly without loss of time, roused him un- 
pleasantly. 

" All right. "Well— good-by." 

"I am not going to leave you till I've seen you out of Petersburg," 
declared Kostia, unexpectedly, with calm determination. " You can't re- 
fuse me that now. For God's sake, Kirylo, my soul, they may be here 
any moment, and when they get you they'll immure you somewhere for 
ages — till your hair turns gray. I have down there the best trotter of 
dad's stables and a light sledge. We shall do thirty miles before the moon 
sets and find some roadside station. . . ." 

Razumov looked up amazed. The journey was decided — unavoidable. 
He had fixed the next day for his departure — on the mission. And now 
he discovered suddenly that he had not believed in all this at all. He 
had gone about listening, speaking, thinking, planning his simulated flight, 
with the growing conviction that all this was preposterous. As if anybody 
ever did such things! It was like a game of make-believe. And now he 
was amazed ! Here was somebody who believed in it with desperate earnest- 
ness. " If I don't go now at once," thought Razumov, with a start of 
fear, " I shall never go." He rose without a word, and the anxious Kostia 
thrust his cap on him, helped him into his cloak, or else he would have 
left the room bareheaded as he stood. He was walking out silently when 
a sharp crv arrested him. 

" Kirylo!" 

" What f " He turned reluctantly in the doorway. Upright, with a stiffly 
extended arm, Kostia, his face set and white, was pointing an eloquent 
forefinger at the brown little packet lying forgotten in the circle of bright 
light on the table. Razumov hesitated, came back for it, under the severe 
eyes of his companion at whom he tried to smile. But the boyish, mad 
youth was frowning. " It's a dream," thought Razumov, putting the 
little parcel into his pocket and descending the stairs. " Nobody does such 
things." The other held him under the arm, whispering of dangers ahead 
and of what he meant to do in certain contingencies. " Preposterous !" 
murmured Razumov to himself as he was being tucked up in the sledge. 
He gave himself up to watching the development of the dream with extreme 
attention. It continued on foreseen lines inexorably logical : the long drive, 
the wait at the small station sitting by a stove. They did not exchange 
half a dozen words altogether. Kostia, gloomy himself, did not care to 
break the silence. At parting they embraced twice. It had to be done — 
and then Kostia vanished out of the dream. 

When dawn broke Razumov, very still in a hot, stuffy railway car full 
of bedding and of sleeping people in all its dimly lighted length, rose 
quietly, lowered the glass a few inches, and flung out on the great plain of 
snow a small brown-paper parcel. Then he sat down again, muffled up and 
motionless. "For the people," he thought, staring out of the window. 
The great white desert of frozen hard earth glided past his eyes without 
a sign of life. 

That had been a waking act ; and then the dream had him again : Prussia, 
Saxony, Wiirtemberg, faces, sights, words — all a dream observed with an 
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angry, compelled attention. Zurich, Geneva — still a dream minutely fol- 
lowed, wearing one into harsh laughter, to fury, to death — with the fear 
of awakening at the end. 

CHAPTER XIV 

" Perhaps life is just that," reflected Razumov, pacing to and fro under 
the trees of the little island, all alone with the bronze statue of Rousseau. 
" A dream and a fear." The dusk deepened. The pages written over and 
torn out of his note-book were the first fruit of his " mission." No dream, 
that. They contained the assurance that he was on the eve of real dis- 
coveries. "I think there is no longer anything in the way of my being 
completely accepted." 

He had resumed his impressions in those pages of some of the conversa- 
tions. He even went so far as to write : " By the by, I have discovered the 
personality of that terrible N. N. A horrible paunchy brute. If I hear any- 
thing of his future movements I shall send a warning." 

The futility of all this overcame him like a curse. Even then he could 
not believe in the reality of his " mission." He looked round despairingly, 
as if for some way to redeem his existence from that unconquerable feel- 
ing. He crushed angrily in his hand the pages of the note-book. " This 
must be posted," he thought. 

He gained the bridge and returned to the north shore, where he remem- 
bered having seen in one of the narrower streets a little obscure shop 
stocked with cheap wood-carvings, its walls lined with extremely dirty 
cardboard-bound volumes of a small circulating library. They sold station- 
ery there, too. A morose, shabby old man dozed behind the counter. A 
thin woman in black, with a sickly face, produced the envelope he had 
asked for without even looking at him. Razumov thought that these 
people were safe to deal with because they no longer cared for anything 
in the world. He addressed the envelope on the counter with the German 
name of a certain person living in Vienna. But Razumov knew that his 
first communication for Councilor Mikulin would find its way to the em- 
bassy there, be copied in cipher by somebody trustworthy, and sent on 
to its destination all safe along with the diplomatic correspondence. That 
was the arrangement contrived to cover up the track of the information from 
all unfaithful eyes, from all indiscretions, from all mishaps and treacheries. 
It was to make him safe — absolutely safe. 

He wandered out of the wretched shop and made for the post-office. It 
was then that I saw him for the second time that day. He was crossing the 
Rue Mont Blanc with every appearance of a rather aimless stroller. He 
did not recognize me, but I made him out at some distance. He was very 
good-looking, I thought, this remarkable friend of Miss Haldin's brother. 
I watched him go up to the letter-box and then retrace his steps. Again 
he passed me very close, but I am certain he did not see me that time, 
either. He carried his head well up, but he had the expression of a 
somnambulist struggling with the very dream which drives him forth to 
wander in dangerous places. My thought reverted to Natalia Haldin, to 
her mother. To them he seemed to be all that was left of their son and 
brother. 

The "Westerner in me was discomposed. There was something shocking 
in the expression on that face. Had I been myself a conspirator, a Russian 
vol. cxciv. — no. 670 31 
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political refugee, I could have, perhaps, been able to draw some practical 
conclusion from this chance glimpse. As it was, it only discomposed me 
strongly, even to the extent of awakening an indefinite apprehension in 
regard to Natalia Haldin. All this is rather inexplicable — but such was 
the origin of the purpose I formed there and then to call on these ladies 
in the evening after my solitary dinner. It was true that I had met Miss 
Haldin only a few hours before, but Mrs. Haldin herself I had not seen 
for some considerable time. The truth is I had shirked calling of late. 

Poor Mrs. Haldin! I confess she frightened me a little. She was one 
of those natures, rare enough, luckily, in which one cannot help being in- 
terested, because they provoke at once both terror and pity. One dreads 
their contact for one's self, and still more for those one cares for, so clear it 
is that they are born to suffer and to make others suffer, too. It is strange 
to think that, I won't say liberty, but the mere liberalism of outlook which 
for us is a matter of words, of ambitions, of votes (and if of feeling at 
all, then of the sort of feeling which leaves our deepest affections untouched), 
may be for other beings very much like ourselves and living under the 
same sky a heavy trial of fortitude, a matter of tears and anguish and 
blood. Mrs. Haldin had felt the pangs of her own generation. There 
was that enthusiast brother of hers — the officer they shot under Nicholas. 
A faintly ironic resignation is no armor for a vulnerable heart. Mrs. 
Haldin, struck at through her children, was bound to suffer afresh from 
the past and to feel the anguish of the future. She was of those who 
do not know how to heal themselves; of those who are too much aware of 
their hearts; who neither cowardly nor selfish look passionately at its 
wounds— and count the cost. 

Such thoughts as these seasoned my modest, lonely bachelor's meal. If 
anybody wishes to remark that this was a roundabout way of thinking of 
Natalia Haldin, I can only retort that she was well worth some concern. 
She had all her life before her. Let it be admitted, then, that I was think- 
ing of Natalia Haldin's life in terms of her mother's character, a manner 
of thinking of a girl permissible for an old man, not too old yet to have 
become a stranger to pity. There was almost all her youth before her; 
a youth robbed arbitrarily of its natural lightness and joy, overshadowed 
by an un-European despotism; a terribly somber youth given over to the 
hazards of a furious strife between equally ferocious antagonisms. 

I lingered over my thoughts more than I should have done. One felt 
so helpless, and even worse — so unrelated, in a way. At the last moment 
I hesitated as to going there at all. What was the good? 

All this made me late; and the evening was already advanced when, 
turning into the Boulevard des Philosophes, I saw the light in the window 
at the corner. The blind was down, but I could imagine behind it Mrs. 
Haldin seated in the chair in her usual attitude as if looking out for 
some one — which had lately acquired the poignant quality of a mad ex- 
pectation. 

I thought that I was sufficiently authorized by the light to knock at the 
door. The ladies had not retired as yet; I only hoped they would not 
have any visitors of their own nationality. A broken-down retired Russian 
official was to be found there sometimes in the evening. He was infinitely 
forlorn and wearisome by his mere dismal presence. I think these ladies 
tolerated his frequent visits because of an ancient friendship with Mr. 
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Haldin, the father, or something of that sort. I made up my mind that 
if I found him there I should remain but a few minutes. 

The door surprised me by swinging open before I could ring the bell. 
I was confronted by Miss Haldin in hat and jacket, obviously on the point 
of going out. At that hour! For the doctor, perhaps? 

Her exclamation of welcome reassured me. It sounded as if I had been 
the very man she wanted to see. My curiosity was awakened. She drew 
me in, and the faithful Anna, the elderly German maid, closed the outer 
door, but did not go away afterward. She remained near it, as if in readi- 
ness to let me out presently. It appeared that Miss Haldin had been on 
the point of going out to find me. 

She spoke in a hurried manner very unusual with her. She would 
have gone straight and rung at Mrs. Ziegler's door, late as it was, for Mrs. 
Ziegler's habits. . . . 

Mrs. Ziegler, the widow of a very distinguished professor, who was an 
intimate friend of mine, lets me have three rooms out of her large 
and fine apartment which she didn't give up after her husband's death, 
but I have my own entrance opening on the same landing. It was an 
arrangement of at least ten years' standing. I said that I was very glad 
that I had the idea to . . • 

Miss Haldin made no motion to take off her outdoor things. I observed 
her heightened color, something pronouncedly resolute in her tone. Did 
I know where Mr. Razumov lived? 

Where Mr. Razumov lived! Mr. Razumov! At this hour — so urgently! 
I threw my arms up in sign of utter ignorance. I had not the slightest 
idea where he lived. If I could have foreseen her question only three hours 
ago I might have ventured to ask him on the pavement before the new 
post-ofliee building, and possibly he would have told me; but very possibly, 
too, he would have dismissed me rudely to mind my own business. And 
possibly, I thought, remembering that extraordinary hallucined, anguished 
and absent expression, he might have fallen down in a fit from the shock 
of being spoken to. I said nothing of all this to Miss Haldin, not even 
mentioning that I had a glimpse of the young man so recently. The im- 
pression had been so extremely unpleasant that I would have been glad 
to forget it myself. 

" I don't see where I could make inquiries," I murmured, helplessly. I 
would have been glad to be of use in any way, and would have set off to 
fetch any man, young or old, for I had the greatest confidence in her 
common sense. " What made you think of coming to me for that informa- 
tion ?" I asked. 

"It wasn't exactly for that," she said in a low voice. She had the 
air of some one confronted by an unpleasant task. 

" Am I to understand that you must communicate with Mr. Razumov this 
evening ?" 

Natalia Haldin moved her head affirmatively, then, after a glance at the 
door of the drawing-room, said in French, " C'est, Maman," and remained 
perplexed for a moment, always serious, not a girl to be put out by any 
imaginary difficulties. My curiosity was suspended on her lips, which re- 
mained closed for a moment. What was Mr. Razumov's connection with 
this mention of her mother? Mrs. Haldin had not been informed of her 
son's friend's arrival in Geneva. 
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"May I hope to see your mother this evening?" I inquired. 

Miss Haldin extended her hand as if to bar the way. 

" She is in a terrible state of agitation. Oh, you would not be able to 
detect. . . . It's inward, but I who know mother — I am appalled. I haven't 
the courage to face it any longer. It's all my fault; I suppose I cannot 
play a part; I've never before hidden anything from mother. There has 
never been an occasion for anything of that sort between us. But you 
know yourself the reason why I refrained from telling her at once of Mr. 
Razumov's arrival here. You understand — don't you? — owing to her un- 
happy state. And — there — I am no actress — my own feelings being strongly 
engaged, I somehow ... I don't know. She noticed something in my 
manner. She thought I was concealing something from her. She noticed 
my longer absences, and as I have been meeting Mr. Razumov daily I 
used to stay away longer than usual when I went out. Goodness knows 
what suspicions arose in her mind. You know that she has not been 
herself ever since ... so this evening she— who has been so awfully silent 
for weeks — began to talk all at once. She said that she did not want to 
reproach me; that I had my character as she had her own; that she did 
not want to pry into my affairs or even into my thoughts; for her part, 
she had never had anything to conceal from her children . . . cruel things 
to listen to. And all this in her quiet voice, with that poor wasted face 
as calm as a stone. It was unbearable." 

Miss Haldin talked in an undertone and more rapidly than I had ever 
heard her speak before. That in itself was disturbing. The anteroom being 
strongly lighted, 1 could see under the veil the heightened color of her 
face. She stood erect, her left hand was resting lightly on a small table. 
The other hung by her side without stirring. Now and then she caught 
her breath slightly. 

" It was too startling. Just fancy ! She thought that I was making 
preparations to leave her without saying anything. I knelt by the side of 
her chair and entreated her to think of what she was saying. She put 
her hand on my head— but she persists in her delusion all the same. She 
had always thought that she was worthy of her children's confidence — but 
apparently it was not so. Her son could not trust her love if not her 
understanding — and now I was planning to abandon her in the same cruel 
and unjust manner — and so on, and so on. Nothing I could say. ... It 
is morbid obstinacy. . . . She said that she felt there was something, some 
change in me. ... If my convictions were calling me away, why this se- 
crecy, as though she had been a coward or a weakling not safe to trust? 
' As if my heart could play traitor to my children,' she said. ... It was 
hardly to be borne. And she was smoothing my head all the time. ... It 
was perfectly useless to protest. She is ill. Her very soul is . . ." 

I did not venture to break the silence which fell between us. I looked 
into her eyes, glistening through the veil. 

" I ! Changed !" she exclaimed in the same low tone. " My convictions 
calling me away! It was so cruel to hear that, because my trouble is 
that I am weak and cannot see what I ought to do. You know that. And 
to end it all I did a selfish thing. To remove her suspicions of myself I 
told her of Mr. Razumov. It was selfish of me. You know we were com- 
pletely right in agreeing to keep the knowledge away from her. Perfectly 
right. Directly I told her of our poor Victor's friend being here I saw 
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how right we have been. She ought to have been prepared, but in my 
distress I just blurted it out. Mother got terribly excited at once. ' How 
long has he been here? What did he know, and why did he not come 
to see us at once, this friend of her Victor? "What did that mean? Was 
she not to be trusted even with such memories as there were left of her 
son?' . . . Just think how I felt seeing her white like a sheet, perfectly 
motionless, with her tliin hands gripping the arms of the chair. I told 
her it was all my fault." 

I could imagine the motionless, dumb figure of the mother in her chair, 
there behind the door near which the daughter was talking to me. The 
silence in there seemed to call aloud for vengeance against a historical 
fact and the modern instances of its working. That view flashed through 
my mind, but I could not doubt that Miss Haldin had had an atrocious 
time of it. I quite understood when she said that she could not face 
the night upon the impression of that scene. Mrs. Haldin had given way 
to most awful imaginings, to most fantastic and cruel suspicions. All that 
had to be lulled at all costs and without loss of time. It was no shock 
to me to learn that Miss Haldin had said to ber, " I will go and bring 
him here at once." There was nothing absurd in that cry, no exaggeration of 
sentiment. I was not even doubtful in* my " Very well — but how?" 

It was perfectly right that she should think of me; but what could I do 
in my ignorance of Mr. Razumov's quarters? 

" And to think he may be living near by, within a stone's throw, perhaps !" 
she exclaimed. 

I doubted it ; but I would have gone off cheerfully to fetch him from the 
other end of Geneva. I supposed she was certain of my readiness, since 
her first thought was to come to me. But the service she meant to ask 
of me really was to accompany her to the Chateau Borel. 

On hearing this I had an unpleasant mental vision of the dark road, of 
the somber grounds, and the desolately suspicious aspect of that home of 
necromancy and intrigue and feminist adoration. I objected that Madame 

de S most likely would know nothing of what we wanted to find 

out. Neither did I think it likely that the young man should be found 
there. I remembered my glimpse of his face, and somehow gained the 
conviction that a man who looked worse than if he had seen the dead would 
want to shut himself up somewhere where he could be alone. I felt a 
strange certitude that Mr. Razumov was going home when I saw him. 

" It is really of Peter Ivanovitch that I was thinking," said Miss Haldin, 
quietly. 

Ah! He, of course, would know. I looked at my watch. It was twenty 
minutes past nine only. . . . Still ... 

"I would try his hotel, then," I advised. "He has rooms at the Cos- 
mopolitan, somewhere on the top floor." 

I did not offer to go by myself simply from mistrust of the reception I 
should meet with. But I suggested the faithful Anna — with a note asking 
for the information. 

Anna was still waiting by the door at the other end of the room, and we 
two discussed the matter in whispers. Miss Haldin thought she must 
go herself. Anna was timid and slow. Time would be lost in bring- 
ing back the answer; and from that point of view it was getting late, for 
it was by no means certain that Mr. Razumov lived near by. 
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" If I go myself," Miss Haldin argued, " I can go straight to Mm from 
the hotel. And in any case I should have to. go out, because I must explain 
to Mr. Razumov personally — prepare him, in a way. You have no idea 
of mother's state of mind." 

Her color came and went. She even thought that both for her mother's 
sake and for her own it was better that they should not be together for 
a little time. Anna, whom her mother liked, would be at hand. 

" She could even take her sewing into the room. Mother won't mind," 
Miss Haldin continued, as I followed her to the door. Then, addressing in 
German the maid who opened it before us : " You may tell my mother 
that this gentleman called and is gone with me to find Mr. Razumov. She 
must not be uneasy if I am away for some length of time." 

We passed out quickly at the big house door and she took deep breaths 
of the cool night air. " I did not even ask you," she murmured. 

" I should think not," I said, with a laugh. The manner of my reception 
by the great feminist could not be considered now. That he would be 
annoyed to see me and probably treat me to some solemn insolence I had 
no doubt, but I supposed that he would not absolutely dare to throw me 
out. And that was all I cared for. " Won't you take my arm?" I asked. 

She did so without a word, and neither of us spoke till I let her go first 
into the gTeat hall of the hotel. It was brilliantly lighted and with a good 
many people lounging about. 

"I could very well go up there without j 7 ou," I suggested. 

"I don't like to be left waiting in this place," she said in a low voice. 
" I will come, too." 

I led her straight to the lift then. At the top floor the attendant directed 
us to the right : " End of the corridor." 

The walls were white, the carpet red, electric lights blazed in profusion, 
and the emptiness, the silence, the closed doors, all alike and numbered, 
made me think of the perfect order of some severely luxurious model peni- 
tentiary on the solitary-confinement principle. Up there, under the roof 
of that enormous pile for housing travelers, no sound of any kind reached 
us; the thick crimson felt muffled our, footsteps completely. We hastened 
on, not looking at each other till we found ourselves before the very last 
door of that long passage. Then our eyes met, and we stood thus for a 
moment, lending ear to a faint murmur of voices inside. 

"I suppose this is it," I whispered, unnecessarily. I saw Miss Haldin's 
lips move, and after my sharp knock the murmur of voices ceased. A 
profound stillness lasted for a few seeonds and then the door was brusquely 
opened by a short, black-eyed woman in a red blouse, with a great lot of 
nearly white hair done up negligently in an untidy and picturesque man- 
ner. Her thin, jetty eyebrows were drawn together. I learned afterward, 
with interest, that she was the famous — or the notorious — Sofia Antonovna, 
but I was struck then by the quaint Mephistophelian character of her in- 
quiring glance, because it was curiously evilless, so — I may say — un- 
devilish. It got softened still more as she looked up at Miss Haldin, who 
stated, in her gentle, even voice, her wish to see Peter Ivanovitch for a 
moment. 

" I am Miss Haldin," she added. 

At this, with her brow completely smoothed out now, but without a word 
in answer, the woman in the red blouse walked away to a sofa and sat 
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down, leaving the door wide open. And from the sofa, her hands lying on 
her lap, she watched us enter with her black, glittering eyes. 

Miss Haldin advanced into the middle of the room; I, faithful to my part 
of mere attendant, remained by the door after closing it behind me. The 
room, quite a large one, but with a low ceiling, was scantily furnished, and 
an electric bulb, with a porcelain shade pulled low down over a big table 
(with a very large map spread on it), left its distant parts in a dim, arti- 
ficial twilight. Peter Ivanovitch was not to be seen ; neither was Mr. Razumov 
present. But on the sofa near Sofia Antonovna a bony-faced man with 
a goatee-beard leaned forward, with his hands on his knees, staring frankly 
with faded kindly eyes. In a remote corner a bulky shape and a broad 
pale face could be made out, uncouth, and as if insecure on the low seat 
on which it rested. The only person known to me was.little Julius Laspara, 
who seemed to have been poring over the map, with his feet twined tightly 
round the chair legs. He got down briskly and bowed to Miss Haldin, 
looking absurdly like a small, hook-nosed boy with a beautiful false pepper- 
and-salt beard. He advanced, offering his seat, which Miss Haldin declined. 
She had only come in for a moment to say a few words to Peter Ivanovitch. 

His high-pitched voice became painfully accented in the room. 

" Strangely enough, I was thinking of you this very afternoon, Natalia 
Viktorovna. I met Mr. Kazumov. I asked him to write me an article on 
anything he liked. You could translate it into English with such a teacher." 

He nodded complimentarily in my direction. At the name of Razumov 
an indescribable sound, a sort of feeble squeak, as of some angry small 
animal, was heard in the corner occupied by the man who seemed much too 
bulky for the chair on which he sat. I did not hear what Miss Haldin 
said. It was Laspara who spoke again. 

" It's time to do something, Natalia Viktorovna. But I suppose you have 
your own ideas. Why not write something yourself? Suppose you came to 
see us soon ? We could talk it over. Any advice . . ." 

Again I did not catch Miss Haldin's words. It was Laspara's voice once 
more. 

" Peter Ivanovitch? He's retired for a moment into the other room. We 
are all waiting for him." 

The great man entering at that moment looked bigger, taller, quite 
imposing in a long dressing-gown of some dark stuff. It descended in 
straight lines down to his feet. He suggested a monk or a prophet, a 
robust figure of some desert-dweller — something Asiatic; and the dark 
glasses in conjunction with this costume made him more mysterious than 
ever in that subdued light. 

Little Laspara went back to his chair to look at the map, the only bril- 
liantly lit object in the room. Even from my distant position by the door 
I could make out, mainly by the shape of the blue part representing the 
water, that it was a map of the Baltic provinces. Peter Ivanovitch ex- 
claimed slightly, advancing toward Miss Haldin, checked himself on per- 
ceiving me, very vaguely, no doubt, and peered with his dark-bespeetacled 
stare. He must have recognized me by my gray hair, because with a marked 
shrug of his broad shoulders he turned to Miss Haldin in benevolent in- 
dulgence. He seized her hand and put his other big paw like a lid over it. 

While those two, standing in the middle of the floor, were exchanging a 
few inaudible phrases no one else moved in the room: Laspara, with his 
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back to us, kneeling on the chair, his elbows propped on the big scale 
map, the shadowy enormity in the corner, the frankly staring man with 
the goatee on the sofa, the woman in the red blouse by his side — not one 
of them stirred. I suppose that really they had no time, for Miss Haldin 
withdrew her hand immediately, and before I was ready for her was moving 
to the door. A disregarded Westerner, I threw it open hurriedly and fol- 
lowed her out, my last glance as I was closing the door leaving them all 
motionless in their varied poses. Peter Ivanovitch alone standing up, with 
his dark glasses like an enormous blind teacher, and behind him the vivid 
patch of light on the colored map pored over by the diminutive Laspara. 

Later on, much later on, at the time of the newspaper rumors (they 
were vague and soon died out) of an abortive military conspiracy in Eussia, 
I remembered the glimpse I had of that motionless group with its central 
figure. Planned as an attempt to seize power, it was to break out at a 
great review. No details ever came out, but it was known that the revolu- 
tionary parties abroad had given their assistance, had sent emissaries in 
advance, that even money was found to despatch a steamer with a cargo 
of arms and conspirators. And while my eyes scanned the imperfect dis- 
closures (in which the world was not much interested), I thought that the 
old settled Europe had been given in my person attending that Russian 
girl something like a glimpse behind the scenes. A short, strange glimpse 
on the top floor of a great hotel of all places in the world: the great man 
himself, the motionless great bulk in the corner of the slayer of spies and 
gendarmes; Yakovlitch, the veteran of ancient terrorist campaigns; the wo- 
man with her hair as white as mine and the lively black eyes, all in a mys- 
terious half-light, with the strongly lighted map of Russia on the table. 
The woman I had the opportunity to see again. As we were waiting for the 
lift she came hurrying along, with her eyes fastened on Miss Haldin's face, 
and drew her aside as if for a confidential communication. It was not long. 
A few words only. 

Going down in the lift Natalia Haldin did not break the silence. It was 
only when, out of the hotel, and as we moved along the quay in the fresh 
darkness spangled by the quay lights reflected in the black water of the 
little port on our left hand, and with lofty piles of hotels on our right that 
she spoke. 

" That was Sofia Antonovna — you know the woman ? . . ." 

" Yes, I know — the famous . . ." 

" The same. It appears that after we went out Peter Ivanovitch told 
them why I had come. That was the reason she came out after us. She 
named herself to me, and then she said: 'You are the sister of a brave 
man who shall be remembered. You may see better times.' I told her 
I hoped to see the time when all this would be forgotten, even if the name of 
my brother were to be forgotten too. Something moved me to say that — 
but you understand 1" 

" Yes," I said. " You think of the era of concord and justice. The de- 
structors should be anonymous." 

"Yes; there is too much hate and revenge in that work. It must be 
done. It is a sacrifice— and so let it be all the greater. Destruction is 
too much the work of anger. Let the tyrants and the slayers be forgotten 
together and only the reconstructors be remembered." 

"And did Sofia Antonovna agree with you?" I asked, skeptically. 
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" She did not say anything except, ' It is good for you to believe in love.' 
I should think she understood me. Then she asked me if I hoped to see 
Mr. Razumov presently. I said I trusted I could manage to bring him to 
see my mother this evening, as my mother had learned of his being here 
and was morbidly impatient to learn if he could tell us something of Victor. 
He was the only friend of my brother we knew of and a great intimate. 
She said : ' Oh, your brother — yes. Please tell Mr. Razumov that I have 
made known the story which came to me from St. Petersburg. It concerns 
your brother's arrest,' she added. ' He was betrayed by a man of the 
people who has since hanged himself. Please tell Mr. Razumov that Sofia 
Antonovna sends him her greetings. I am going away early in the morning 
— far away.' " 

And Miss Haldin added, after a moment of silence: 

" I was so moved by what I heard so unexpectedly that I simply could 
not speak to you before." 

She walked slowly, as if tired out suddenly, her head drooped; from 
the windows of a building with terraces and balconies came the banal sound 
of hotel music. Before the low, mean portals of the Casino two red posters 
blazed under the electric lamps with a cheap provincial effect. And the 
emptiness of the quays, the deserted aspect of the streets, had an air of 
hypocritical respectability and of inexpressible dreariness. 

I had taken for granted she had obtained the address and let myself 
be guided by her. On the Mont Blanc bridge, where a few dark figures 
seemed lost in the wide and long perspective defined by the lights, she said : 

" It isn't very far from our house. I somehow thought it couldn't be. 
The address is Rue du Carouge. I think it may be one of those big new 
houses for artisans." 

She took my arm confidently, familiarly, and accelerated her pace. There 
was something primitive in all her proceedings. She did not think of the re- 
sources of civilization. A late tram-car overtook us; a row of fiacres stood 
by the railing of the gardens. It never entered her head to make use of 
these conveyances. Neither did it enter mine. She was too hurried, per- 
haps; and as to myself — well, she had taken my arm confidingly. As we 
were ascending the easy incline of the Corraterie, all the shops shuttered 
and no light in any of the windows (as if all the mercenary population 
had fled at the end of the day), she said, tentatively: 

" I could run in for a moment to have a look at mother. It would not be 
much out of the way." 

I dissuaded her. If Mrs. Haldin really expected to see Razumov that 
night it would have been unwise to show herself without him. The sooner 
we got hold of the young man and brought him along to calm her mother's 
agitation the better. She assented to my reasoning, and we crossed diago- 
nally the Place du Theatre, all gray with its floor of slabs of stone under 
the electric lamps, and the lonely equestrian statue, all black, in the middle. 
In the Rue du Carouge we were in the poorer quarters and approaching the 
outskirts of the town. Vacant building-plots alternated with high new 
houses. At the corner of a side street, cutting its unpaved roadway through 
a dark wilderness of waste ground, the crude light of a whitewashed shop 
fell into the night, fan-like, through a wide doorway. One could see from 
a distance the inner wall, with its scantily furnished shelves, and the deal 
counter painted brown. That was the house. Approaching it along the 
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dark stretch of a fence of tarred planks, we saw the narrow, pallid face of 
the cut angle, five windows high, without a gleam in them and crowned 
by the heavy shadow of a jutting roof slope. 

" We must inquire in the shop," Miss Haldin directed me. 

A sallow, thinly whiskered man wearing ,a dingy white collar and a 
frayed tie. laid down a black, smudgy newspaper, and, leaning familiarly on 
both elbows far over the bare counter, answered that the person I was 
inquiring for was indeed his locataire on the third floor, but that for the 
moment he was out. 

"For the moment," I repeated, after a glance at Miss Haldin. "Does 
that mean that you expect him back at once?" 

He was very gentle, with ingratiating eyes and soft lips. He smiled 
faintly, as though he knew all about everything. Mr. Razumov, after 
being absent all day, had returned early in the evening. He was very 
surprised about half an hour or a little more ago to see him come down 
again. Mr. Razumov left his key, and in the course of some words which' 
passed between them had remarked that he was going out because he 
needed air. 

From behind the bare counter he went on smiling at us, his head held 
between his hands. Air! Air! But whether that meant a long or a 
short absence it was difficult to say. The night was very close certainly. 

After a pause, his ingratiating eyes turned to the door, he added : 

" The storm will drive him in." 

" There's going to be a storm?" I asked. 

"Why— yes!" 

As if to confirm his word, we heard a very distant, deep rumbling noise. 

Consulting Miss Haldin by a glance, I saw her so reluctant to give up 
her quest that I asked the shopkeeper, in case Mr. Razumov came home 
within half an hour, to beg him to remain down-stairs in the shop. We 
would look in again presently. 

For all answer he moved his head imperceptibly. The approval of Miss 
Haldin was expressed by her silence. We walked slowly down the street 
away from the town; the low garden walls of the modest villas doomed 
to demolition were overhung by the boughs of trees and masses of foliage 
lighted from below by gas lamps. The violent and monotonous noise of 
the icy Arve falling over a low dam swept toward us with a chilly draught 
of air over a great open space where a double line of lamp-lights defined 
a street without houses. But on the other shore, overhung by the thunder- 
cloud, a solitary dim light, low in the complete darkness, seemed to watch 
us with a steady stare. When we had strolled as far as the bridge I said: 

" We had better get back. . . ." 

In the shop the sickly man was studying the smudgy newspaper, now 
spread out largely on the counter. He just raised his head when I looked 
in and shook it negatively, pursing his lips. I rejoined Miss Haldin outside 
at once, and we moved off at a brisk pace. She remarked that she would 
send Anna with a note the first thing in the morning. I respected her 
taciturnity, silence being, perhaps, the best way to show my concern. 

The semi-rural street we followed on our return changed gradually to 
the usual town thoroughfare, broad and deserted. We did not meet four 
people altogether, and the way seemed interminable because my companion's 
natural anxiety had communicated itself sympathetically to me. At last 
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we turned into the Boulevard des Philosophes, more wide, more empty, more 
dead — the very desolation of slumbering respectability. At the sight of 
the two lighted windows, very conspicuous from afar, I had the mental 
vision of Mrs. Haldin in her arm-chair keeping a dreadful tormenting vigil 
under the evil spell of an arbitrary rule, a victim of tyranny and revolution, 
a sight at once cruel and absurd. 

CHAPTER XV 

"You will come in for a moment?" said Natalia Haldin. 

I demurred on account of the late hour. " You know mother likes you 
so much," she insisted. 

" I will just come in to hear how your mother is." 

She said, as if to herself : " I don't even know whether she will believe that 
I could not find Mr. Razumov, since she has taken it into her head that I 
am concealing something from her. You may be able to persuade her. . . ." 

" Your mother may mistrust me, too," I observed. 

"You! Why? What could you have to conceal from her? You are not 
a Russian nor a conspirator. . . ." 

I felt profoundly my European remoteness, and said nothing, but I made 
up my mind to come in and play my part of helpless spectator to the end. 
The distant rolling of thunder in the valley of the Rhone was coming 
nearer to the sleeping town of prosaic virtues and universal hospitality. 
We crossed the street opposite the great, dark gateway, and Miss Haldin 
rang at the door of the apartment. It was opened almost instantly, as 
if the elderly maid had been waiting in the anteroom for our return. Her 
flat physiognomy had an air of satisfaction. The gentleman was there, she 
declared while closing the door. 

Neither of us understood. Miss Haldin turned round brusquely to her. 
"Who?" 
. " Herr Razumov," she explained. 

She had heard enough of our conversation before we left to know why 
her young mistress was going out. Therefore, when the gentleman gave 
his name at the door she admitted him at once. 

"No one could have foreseen that," Miss Haldin murmured, with her 
serious gray eyes fixed upon mine. And remembering the expression of the 
young man's face seen not much more than four hours ago, the look as of 
a haunted somnambulist, I wondered with a sort of awe. 

"You asked my mother first?" Miss Haldin inquired of the maid. 

" No ; I announced the gentleman," she answered, surprised at our troubled 
faces. 

" Still," I said in an undertone, " your mother was prepared." 

" Yes, but he has no idea . . ." 

It seemed to me she doubted his tact. ' To her question how long the 
gentleman had been with her mother the maid told us that der Herr had 
been in the drawing-room no more than a short quarter of an hour. 

She waited a moment, then withdrew, looking a little seared. Miss Haldin 
gazed at me in silence. 

"As things have turned out," I said, "you happen to know exactly 
what your brother's friend has to tell your mother. And surely after 
that ..." 
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"Yes," said Natalia Haldin, slowly. "I only wonder, as I was not 
there when he came, if it wouldn't be better not to interrupt now." 

We remained silent, and I suppose we both strained our ears, but no 
sound reached us through the closed door. The features of Miss Haldin 
expressed a painful irresolution ; she made a movement as if to go in, 
but checked herself. She had heard footsteps on the other side of the 
door. It opened, and Razumov, without pausing, stepped out into the 
anteroom. The fatigue of that day and the struggle with himself had 
changed him so much that perhaps I would have hesitated to recognize 
that face which only a few hours before, when he brushed against me in 
front of the post-office, had been startling enough, but quite different. It 
had not been so livid then and its eyes not so somber. They certainly 
looked more sane now, bu± there was upon them the shadow of something 
consciously evil. 

I speak of that because at first their glance fell on me, though without 
any sort of recognition or even comprehension. I was simply in the line 
of his stare. I don't know if he had heard the bell or expected to see 
anybody. He was going out, I believe; and I do not think that he saw 
Miss Haldin till she advanced toward him a step or two. Then his ex- 
pression changed. He did not notice the hand she offered him. 

" It's you, Natalia Viktorovna. . . . Perhaps you are surprised at this 
late hour. Eut, you see, I remembered the conversations in that garden. 
I thought really it was your wish that I should — without loss of time — 
so I came. No other reason. Simply to tell . . ." 

He spoke with difficulty. I noticed that, and remembered his declaration 
to the man in the shop that he was going out because he " needed air." 
If that was his object, then it was clear that he had miserably failed. With 
downcast eyes and lowered head he made an effort to pick up the strangled 
phrase. 

" To tell what I have heard myself only to-day — to-day . . ." 

Through the door he had not closed I had a view of the drawing-room. 
It was lighted up only by a shaded lamp — Mrs. Haldin's eyes could not 
support either gas or electricity. It was a comparatively big room, and, in 
contrast with the strongly lighted anteroom, its length was lost in semi- 
transparent gloom backed by heavy shadows; and on that ground I saw 
the fine, motionless profile of Mrs. Haldin's bloodless face inclined slightly 
forward, with a pale hand resting on the arm of the chair. 

She did not move. With the window before her, she had no longer 
that attitude which suggested expectation. The blind was down; and out- 
side there was only the night sky harboring a thunder-cloud and the town 
indifferent and hospitable in its cold, almost scornful, toleration — a strange 
town of refuge to which all these sorrows and hopes were nothing. Her 
white head was bowed. 

The thought that the real drama of autocracy is not played on the great 
stage of politics came to me as, fated to be a spectator, I had this other 
glimpse behind the scenes, something more profound than the words and 
gestures of the public play. I had the certitude that this mother, after 
having heard now all that was to be known of her son's fate, refused in her 
heart to give him up after all. It was more than Rachel's inconsolable 
mourning; it was something deeper, more inaccessible in its frightful 
tranquillity. Lost in the ill-defined mass of the high-backed chair, her 
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white, inclined profile suggested the contemplation of something in her 
lap as though a beloved head were resting there. 

I had this glimpse behind the scenes, and then Miss Haldin, passing by 
the young man, shut the door. It was not done without hesitation. For 
a moment I thought that she would go tc her mother, but she sent in only 
an anxious glance. Perhaps if Mrs. Haldin had moved . . . but no. There 
was in the immobility of that white profile the dreadful aloofness of suf- 
fering without remedy. 

Meantime the young man kept his eyes fixed on the floor. The thought 
that he would have to repeat the story he had told already was intolerable 
to him. He had expected to find the two women together. And then, 
he had said to himself, it would be over for all time — for all time. " It's 
lucky I don't believe in another world," he had thought, cynically. 

Alone in his room, he had regained a certain measure of composure by 
writing in his secret diary. He was aware of the danger of that strange 
self-indulgence. He alludes to it himself, but he could not refrain. It 
calmed him — it reconciled him to his existence. He sat there scribbling 
by the light of a solitary candle till it occurred to him that, having heard 
the explanation of Haldin's arrest as put forward by Sofia Antonovna, it 
behooved him to tell these ladies himself, since they were certain to hear 
the tale through some other channel; and then his abstention would look 
strange not only to the mother and sister of Haldin, but to other people 
also. Having come to this conclusion, he did not discover in himself any 
marked reluctance to face the necessity; and very soon an anxiety to be 
done with it began to torment him. He looked at his watch. No, it was 
not absolutely too late. 

He was calmed by his self-communion; that dread which had kept him 
for days from facing Miss Haldin was gone. He felt nothing of it, 
perhaps, simply for the reason that now he had a story to tell. It had 
been settled for him ; there was nothing to do but to have it over and done 
with. The fact that these were women he was going to meet did not 
trouble him especially. As a matter of fact, he did not recognize women as 
women. There had been literally no feminine influence in his life. Women 
were human beings for him and nothing more, somewhat in the background, 
not to be thought of in any special way. He simply knew nothing of them 
in any relation; no woman had ever influenced a dream of his, taken up 
a moment of his time or awakened any of his dormant feelings; no thought 
of woman had enriched his life by a touch of amenity, of color, of reverie. 
It may be said that in a manner he had never seen a woman, for even Sofia 
Antonovna was a conspirator, a revolutionist, a dangerous person with 
whom he must be on his guard more than with anybody else — nothing 
more. 

The fifteen minutes with Mrs. Haldin were like the revenge of the un- 
known. That white face; that weak, distinct voice; that head, at first 
turned to him eagerly, then after a while bowed again and motionless — 
in the dim, still light of the room in which his words which he tried to 
subdue resounded so loudly — had troubled him like some strange discovery. 
And there seemed to be a secret obstinacy in that sorrow, something he 
could not understand; at any rate, something he had not expected. Was 
it hostile? But it did not matter. Nothing could touch him now; in the 
eyes of revolutionists there was now no shadow on his past. The phantom 
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of Haldin had been indeed walked over, was left behind lying powerless 
and passive on the pavement covered with snow. And this was the 
phantom's mother, consumed with grief and white as a ghost. He had felt 
a pitying surprise. Eut that, of coarse, was of no importance. Mothers 
did not matter. He could not shake off the poignant impression of that 
silent, quiet, white-haired woman, but a sort of sternness crept into his 
thoughts. These were the consequences. "Well, what of it? "Am I, then, 
on a bed of roses?" he had exclaimed to himself, sitting at some distance 
with his eyes fixed upon that figure of sorrow. He had said all that he 
had to say to her, and when he had finished she had not uttered a word. 
She had turned away her head while he was speaking. The silence which 
had fallen on his last words had lasted for five minutes or more. What 
did it mean? Before its incomprehensible character he became conscious 
of anger in his stern mood, the old anger against Haldin reawakened by 
the contemplation of Haldin's mother. And was it not something like 
enviousness which gripped his heart as if of a privilege denied to him alone 
of all the men that had ever passed through this world? It was the other 
who had attained to repose and yet continued to exist in the affection of 
that mourning old woman, in the thoughts of all these people posing for 
lovers of humanity. It was impossible to get rid of him. " It's myself 
that I have given up to destruction," thought Razumov. " He has induced 
me to do it. I can't shake him off." 

Alarmed by that discovery, he got up and strode out of the silent, dim 
room, with its silent old woman in the chair, that mother ! He never looked 
back. It was frankly a flight. But on opening the door he saw his 
retreat cut off. There was the sister. He had never forgotten the sister, 
only he had not expected to see her then — or ever any more perhaps. 
He had looked upon her as out of the way, somewhere within, avoided for 
good. Her presence in the anteroom was as unforeseen as the apparition 
of her brother had been. Razumov gave a start as though he had dis- 
covered himself cleverly trapped. He tried to smile, but could not manage 
it, and lowered his eyes. "Must I repeat that silly story now?" he asked 
himself, and felt a sinking sensation. Nothing solid had passed his lips 
since the day before, but he was not in a state to analyze the origins of his 
weakness. He meant to take up his hat and depart with as few words 
as possible, but Miss Haldin's swift movement to shut the door took him 
by surprise. He half turned after her, but without raising his eyes, passive- 
ly, just as a feather might stir in the disturbed air. The next moment 
she was back in the place she had started from with another half-turn 
on his part, so that they came again into the same relative positions. 

"Yes, yes," she said, hurriedly. "I am very grateful to you, Kirylo 
Sidorovitch, for coming at once — like this . . . only I wish I had . . . 
Did mother tell you?" 

"I wonder what she could have told me that I did not know before," 
he said, obviously to himself, but perfectly audibly. " Because I did know 
it," he added louder, as if in despair. " I always knew it." 

He raised his head then. He had such a strong sense of Natalia Hal- 
din's presence that to look at her he felt would be a relief. It was she 
who had been haunting him now. He had suffered that persecution ever 
since she had suddenly appeared before him in the garden of the Villa 
Borel with an extended hand and the name of her brother on her lips. 
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The anteroom, which was a larger room than is usual, contained a row of 
hooks on the wall nearest to the outer door, while against the wall opposite 
there stood a small dark table and one chair. The paper, bearing a very 
faint design, was all but white. The light of an electric bulb high up 
under the ceiling searched that clear square box into its four bare corners 
crudely without shadows, a strange stage for an obscure drama. 

" What do you mean ?" asked Miss Haldin. " What is it that you knew 
always?" 

He raised to her his face pale, full of unexpressed suffering. But that 
look in his eyes of a dull, absent obstinacy which struck and surprised 
everybody he was talking to began to pass away. It was as though he 
were coming to himself in the awakened consciousness of that marvelous 
harmony of feature, of lines, of glances, of voice, which made of the 
girl before him a being so rare outside and, as it were, above the common 
notion of beauty. He looked at her so long that she colored slightly. 

" What is it that you knew ?" she repeated, vaguely. 

That time he managed a smile. 

" Indeed, if it had not been for a word of greeting or two I would doubt 
whether your mother is aware at all of my existence. You understand." 

Natalia Haldin nodded; her hands moved slightly by her side. 

"Yes. Is it not heart-breaking? She has not shed a tear yet — not a 
single tear . . ." 

" Not a tear ! And yon, Natalia Viktorovna ? You have been able to 
cry?" 

" I have. And then I am young enough, Kirylo Sidorovitch, to believe 
in the future. But when I see my mother so terribly distracted I almost 
forget everything. I ask myself whether one should feel proud — or only 
resigned. We had such a lot of people coming to see us. There were 
utter strangers who wrote asking for permission to call to present their 
respects. It was impossible to keep our door shut forever. You know 
Peter Tvanoviteh himself ... Oh yes, there was much sympathy, but there 
were persons who exulted openly at that death. Then when I was left 
alone with poor mother all this seemed so wrong in spirit, something not 
worth the price she is paying for it. But directly I heard you were here 
in Geneva, Kirylo Sidorovitch, I felt that you were the only person who 
could assist me . . ." 

"In comforting a bereaved mother? Yes!" he broke in in a manner 
which made her open her clear, unsuspecting eyes. " But there is a question 
of fitness. Has this occurred to you?" 

There was a breathlessness in his utterance which contrasted with the 
monstrous hint of mockery in his intention. 

"Why," whispered Natalia Haldin, with feeling. "Who more fit than 
you?" 

He had a convulsive movement of exasperation, but controlled himself. 

"Indeed! Directly you heard I was in Geneva before even seeing me? 
It is another proof of that confidence which . . ." 

This was angry mockery, but all at once his tone changed, became more 
incisive and more detached. 

"Men are poor creatures, Natalia "Viktorovna. They have no intuition 
of sentiment. In order to speak fittingly to a mother of her lost son one 
must have had some experience of the filial relation. It is not the case 
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with me — if you must know the whole truth. Your hopes have to deal here 
with " a breast unwarmed by any affection," as the poet says. . . . That does 
not mean it is insensible," he added in a lowered tone. 

" I am certain your heart is not unfeeling," said Miss Haldin, softly. 

" No, it is not as hard as a stone," he went on in the same lowered, 
introspective voice and looking as if his heart were lying as heavy as a stone 
in that unwarmed breast of which he spoke. " No, not so hard. But how 
to prove what you give me credit for — ah, that's another question. No 
one has ever expected such a thing from me before. No one whom my 
tenderness would have been of any use to. And now you come. You! 
Now ! No, Natalia Viktorovna. It's too late. You come too late. You 
must expect nothing from me." 

(To oe Continued) 



